








Chats With the Editor 


Jane, the Girl Adults 
Respect 


Last week I 
talked to you 
about Edith, the 
fourteen - year-old 
girl who was try- 
ing so desper- 
ately to make 
adults respect her 
—and failing so 
completely. 

Today I have 
a much more suc- 
cessful girl to 
talk about. She wants to be respected just 
as much as Edith does. And she is respected, 
though she hardly seems to try. 

If you remember, Edith decided that, to 
make people realize she was growing up, 
she would call everything that belongs to 
the juniors “babyish” and “kid stuff.” She 
doesn’t study her Sabbath school lesson, is 
often absent from Sabbath school, pays very 
little attention to her parents, and runs the 
schoolteacher down. 

Now let’s look at Jane. 

Jane studies her junior Sabbath school 
lesson faithfully. She goes into it so deeply, 
in fact, that she comes up with questions 
the teacher can’t answer. Very often as I 
walk around the junior room her teacher 
stops me and says, “We need a minister for 
this question.” And I don’t mind telling 
you I enjoy trying to answer Jane’s ques- 
tions; they are the best part of Sabbath 
school. Privately her teacher told me once, 
“It is for Jane’s sake that I come back to 
teach week after week. Don’t ever take her 
out of my class.” At another time the teacher 
said, “I have to go to the pastor almost 
every Monday morning to get help with 
some of the questions Jane and her friends 
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bring up. I’ve really been learning the Bible 
lately. Please, promise me you won’t ever 
move Jane out of my class.” And I promised. 

I could tell you more about Jane in Sab- 
bath school, but how does she do in school? 
She shows the same attitude there. She is ac- 
tually a few months younger than some of 
the other eighth-graders, but she gets top 
grades all the time. When you ask her 
about the teacher, she always has a nice 
word to say about him. 

So I asked the teacher about ber. “Ja 
has such a beautiful spirit,” he said. “There 
just isn’t anything that girl could ask me 
that I wouldn’t do for her if I could.” 

I have asked her mother how she carries 
on at home. She shows the same cooperative 
spirit there. 

And at Pathfinders? Of course, she’s a 
member of the club. She’s been tackling the 
MV Honor in Sewing, one of the most diffi- 
cult of all the honors, and she’s doing well. 

I overheard a couple of adults talking 
about Edith and Jane not long ago. “When 
it comes to baby-sitting,” one of them was 
saying, “Jane’s the girl I want to leave my 
children with. I know I can depend on 
her.” 

Let me set your minds at rest—in case 
you think I am writing about YOU. Edith 
and Jane are not real people. But, every- 
thing I have said that Edith and Jane do, 
I have seen or heard eighth-graders do over 
the years. The same is true about what I 
have written of the adults. 

Do I need to point out why Edith fails 
to get adults to respect her, while Jane suc- 
ceeds so well? I am sure you have figured it 
out already. Edith is disrespectful to adults 
—and adults are disrespectful to her. Jane 
is respectful to adults, and adults respect 
her. It’s just as simple as that! 

Next week I’m going to ask you, “Are 
you growing up, or do you just have 
worms?” Keep those letters coming. Are 
adults giving you the respect you deserve, 
now that you are in the eighth grade? Or 
are they treating you like babies? I’d lik 
to know. 

Write to Lawrence Maxwell, Editor, 
JUNIOR GUIDE, Washington 12, D.C. 


Your friend, 














Our Bumps and Bruises 


IS THERE anyone reading these lines who 
has never fallen down and hurt himself? 
We older folks could tell of many falls. The 
first I remember was when I was about six 
years old. I was pushed off a schoolhouse 
porch, and I fell and broke my arm. 

Later I climbed a tree. It broke off at the 
ground and the fall was painful, but I did 
not break any bones that time. 

Once when I was riding a horse on the 
gallop over a bridge, one of the horse's front 
feet broke through a rotten plank. The 
horse fell, and I rolled over his head to the 
bridge, unhurt. 

I am sure it would be hard to find any per- 
son old enough to tell about it, who has 
never been hurt by a fall. 

God says that in everything we should 
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give thanks. That means that when we fall 
we should thank the Lord for it. But can the 

Lord bring good out of these falls? Yes. 
One of my falls laid me up for several 
days. I had been driving the cows into the 
barn and did not notice that both ends of a 
piece of wire had frozen in the ice, forming 
a loop right in front of me. My foot caught 
in the loop, and I went down hard. No 
bones were broken, but the muscles of an 
arm and hand were bruised and sprained, 
and how they hurt! There was so much work 
that needed to be done, and now I couldn't 
do any of it. But I could go back to my old 
home neighborhood a hundred miles away 
and visit friends. So I got that much pleas- 
ure from the fall, and I also earned quite a 
To page 18 


My foot caught in the wire loop, and | went down hard. 
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NED'S NARROW ESCAPE 


By NELLIA BURMAN GARBER 


ED LEWIS had looked forward to teach- 

ers’ visiting day ever since school be- 
gan. There were a thousand (maybe it was 
only a hundred—at least tem) things he 
planned to do that day. There was a sug- 
gested hike, but it did not materialize; there 
was also a hinted-at horseback ride—which 
just remained a hint; his best friend, Larry, 
thought he could spend the day with him— 
but that was before Larry discovered that his 
family would be away. And so Ned found 
the whole day a bore. Absolutely nothing 
to do. 

It started out all right. Mother allowed 
him to sleep in, a real privilege when one 
has to jump out of bed early every morning 
to feed cows and chickens. Then, of course, 
he had to tidy his bedroom, but that didn’t 
take long. His mother asked him to rake 
some leaves in the back yard, and that was 
quickly finished. Thereafter the rest of the 
day loomed before him an uninteresting 
void. 

After lunch he was so miserable that his 
mother suggested that he take a long bicycle 
ride. “The exercise will do you good,” she 
added. 

“I don’t want to ride,” Ned said, “but I 
would like to take a walk. Do you mind, 
Mom?” 

“No, dear,” his mother answered. “Just 
don’t be gone too long. I am not convinced 
that it is best for a boy to walk alone. Keep 
to the main roads where there is plenty of 
traffic. Never accept a ride or talk to a 
stranger. I'll be anxious until you get back.” 

Ned thrust his hands deep into his pock- 
ets. He had no idea where he would go, but 
go he felt he must, anywhere. As he walked 


along, he kicked at stones or tin cans and 
sent them rolling ahead of him down the 
street. So interested was he in his kicking 
that he did not see a train approaching, and 
had the whistle not aroused him, he likely 
would have been crushed by the afternoon 
express as it thundered by. Then an idea 
struck him. He knew where he would go. 
He would go just where he had always 
wanted to go—to the railroad yards, and 
watch a freight train being made up. 

Conscience reminded him that his 
mother had asked him to stay on the main 
roads, but the railroad yard wasn’t very far 
off the road, so he was not disobeying her, 
he reasoned. 

Once he had made up his mind, he could 
not reach the freight yard fast enough. He 
ran as if someone were after him, and ar- 
rived huffing and puffing. 

Everything seemed dreadfully quiet. Not 
a soul was around except the guard at the 
main highway, and he had his feet propped 
up as though he was napping. So Ned 
slipped down to where the boxcars were 
standing. 

The first car he came to was a refrigerator 
car, sealed and ready to go. “Wish I were 
a little taller, for then I could read the 
papers nailed to the side and see where it is 
going,” he said to himself. He walked be- 
side a coal car, then a tanker; and there was 
even a hopper to examine at close range. 

He was just wishing he could see inside a 
caboose, when he noticed an open boxcar. 
He was off like a shot to examine it. If only 
he were a little taller, he thought again, he 
would be able to see inside. He looked 
around. From somewhere close came the 
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There was no one around. Ned climbed into the empty boxcar. 


dull throb of an engine, but he could see 
no one, so he climbed in. 

He was amazed at the size of the car. 
Why, he thought, it must be as big as—or 
bigger than—his room at home. Just to be 
sure, he began to step it off. One, two, three, 
four, five—bang, he fell flat on the floor. 
For an instant he was too frightened to 
move. In fact, he could not figure out what 
had happened. But when he heard the doors 
slide shut on their rollers and click into 
place, he knew. He was locked into the box- 
car. And then he felt the motion of the car 
as the engine began pulling. 

Fear gave Ned unusual strength, and he 
ran to the side of the car, pushing, beating, 
crying, screaming, “Let me out. Let me 
out.” But all the sounds were drowned by 
the clickety-clack of the wheels on the rails, 
the chugging of the engine, the shrill blast 
of the train’s whistle. 

Poor Ned. Finally he was so exhausted 
from his effort that he lay down in a corner 
and slept. 

He had no idea how long he was asleep, 


but when he awoke he was terribly cold. He 
shivered in the dark, and as he listened he 
could tell that the engine was pulling very 
hard. The Pass, he thought. We're going 
over the Pass. And then he knew he was 
many miles from home. “O God,” he prayed, 
“if You will help me get back to my par- 
ents safely again, I'll serve You all my life.” 
And he meant it. 

Back at home, Ned’s parents were frantic 
with worry. When Ned had not returned by 
nine o'clock that night, they called the po- 
lice to ask them to help find him. But the 
police had no idea where Ned was, so the 
sorrowful night was followed by an equally 
sorrowful day, and the next night brought 
no hope. 

And in the boxcar, Ned was not only cold 
and sore from the rough ride but hungry al- 
most to the point of illness. Each time the 
train stopped, he banged hopefully on the 
doors, but to no avail. 

When, on the third day, he heard voices 
outside, he was almost too miserable to care. 

To page 17 
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Chapter 10: Satoo’s Victory 


If you missed the last chapter: 

The Islam teachers that had come to Great Sangir 
were annoyed that Satoo, Chief Meradin’s son, r- 
sisted in following the “singer on the sand.’’ Guru 
Mula, the head teacher, invited him to a council at- 
tended by Chief Meradin and Tama, the witch doctor. 
First, Guru Mula tried to persuade Satoo to give up 
ae by offering to hold a feast in his honor, 
but when Satoo refu this, Guru Mula began to apply 

ressure. Satoo said he must leave now—it was time 

or the evening meeting in the teacher's home. After 
he was gone, Guru Mula said that Satoo must be taken 
in the fishing boat next day to the foot of the volcano 
and left there. Chief Meradin could aot change Guru’s 
mind. Tama went home angry—with Satoo, with the 
teacher, with Guru Mula, and especially with himself 
for inviting the Islam teachers to the village. But in 
the night he had a dream and wakened in the morning 
a changed man. The Spirit of God had finally won 
the victory in his soul. He went to the beach and 
found Marta and Hans. They told him that Satoo had 
left early in the day in the fishing boat with Guru 
Mula and Gola. Tama looked out and saw the boat 
near to the fire mountain. 

The chapter this week begins by going back a little 
way and ar ge wie Satoo thought after he left the 
council, and while Guru Mula and the other two men 
were laying their evil plans. 


HEN Satoo left the house of Guru 
Mula and ran down the hill toward the 
big teacher’s house on the sand, he found a 
question rising up in his mind. He sat 
down beside the path to think it over. This 
was to have been a council to arrange some 
way of driving the teacher away from Great 
Sangir, but it hadn’t turned out that way. At 
least he had heard nothing of that sort. The 
whole object of the meeting seemed to cen- 
ter on forcing him, the chief's son, to for- 
sake the teaching of the Holy Book and fol- 
low Islam. 
Perhaps they would discuss other things 
after he left, but he lifted his eyes to the 
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house on the hill and saw Tama coming out 
the door, his figure silhouetted against the 
light inside Guru Mula’s house. Without 
Tama, Satoo knew that the others would not 
make any important decision. 

He knew that his father, the chief, held 
the witch doctor’s opinions in great regard. 
Also, he feared Tama’s medicine. Chief 
Meradin wouldn’t act on anything without 
advice from his witch man. 

Satoo didn’t want to see Tama just now, 
and he knew that the witch man would cer- 
tainly take this trail down the hill. The boy 
leaped up and ran again until he came to 
the teacher's house. There he went in and 
took his place among the other worshipers 
who were already sitting on mats in the 
large room. 


On this evening the teacher taught them 
a grand new hymn. He explained to them 
that a great and good man had written both 
the words and music more than three hun- 
dred years ago, but the magic in it was 
strong, and right now the Christians on the 
island of Sangir needed the power of this 
song. The words began: 

“A mighty mountain is our God, 

A wall that will not falter.” 

Satoo reached for the majestic notes and 
the powerful words along with all the oth- 
ers. The teacher's voice led them, and the 
hymn filled the night. Satoo felt his fears 
and doubts dissolve in the safety and as- 
surance of the holy magic. 











After the meeting ended, the power of 
the song was still strong on him. The village 
people filed out the door, and Hans whis- 
pered to Satoo, “Did they make a plan?” 

“No, no plan,” Satoo smiled, “no plan at 
all. The only thing they did was try to per- 
suade me to follow Islam.” 

The teacher came and laid a hand on 
each boy’s shoulder. “Satoo, there may be 
more heavy trials for you,” he said. “Do not 

afraid. God will hear your prayers and 
your songs, and He will save you for His 
kingdom. The thing you must do now is to 
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Satoo gazed desperately over the sea. The boat that 
brought him here was going farther and farther away. 


be kind to all men. God is a God of love, 
not of fear or anger.” 

Satoo ran home. He paused a moment in 
front of Tama’s hut. He could see the faint 
glimmer of the oil lamp under the closed 
door. He would like to know what Tama 
thought about the words spoken in Guru 
Mula’s house. He remembered the look on 
the witch man’s face. 

He hesitated for a moment only, thinking 
perhaps he should go in and tell Tama 
about the powerful new song and his own 
great joy and peace. He remembered what 
the big teacher had said, “God is pulling on 
Tama’s heart.” 

He decided not to go in. It was already 
late, and his father was sure to be angry. He 
hurried on home, crept into the house, sur- 
prised to find no one awake. In the dark he 
found his sleeping mat and lay down. 

In the night a sound aroused him. He 
rose up on his elbow. It had sounded like a 
man sobbing. He listened for a long time, 
but the sound did not come again, and Satoo 
felt sure now that he must have dreamed it. 
He Jay down and went fast asleep. When he 
wakened, the morning had come. 

After he had bathed and eaten and fin- 
ished the tasks his mother required of him, 
he ran down to the beach. It was already 
midmorning, and he found Hans_ busy 
making a sand village for Marta. He 
squatted down in the shade of the big coral 
rock where they played and began to help 
arrange the sticks and shells and seaweed 
that Marta brought them. 

Old Gola came along the beach with his 
fish nets hung over his shoulder. He was 
headed for his fishing boat that lay with the 
others at the landing place. 

“Why do you go to fish in the middle of 
the day?” Satoo asked the old man. 

“We did plan to go this evening,” Gola 
answered, “but we have decided to go while 
the sun is high, because Guru Mula has 
told me that far out in the sea, on a calm 
day like this, we may find big gatherings of 
the flat-fish; you know, those speckled ones 
that taste better than any others.” 

Satoo put down the stones and shells he 
was arranging. He was always eager to hear 
about new fish or new ways of fishing. He 
listened to Gola’s words. 

“See,” Gola pointed. “Guru Mula will 
come with me to show us how to find the 
fish and catch them.” 


Satoo looked up toward the Islam teach- 
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ers’ houses on the hill. He saw Guru Mula 
coming down the path. 

“Why don’t you come with us?” Gola 
asked Satoo. 

“I'd have to ask my father.” 

“I have already asked him, and he doesn’t 
care. He said you might go if you like.” 

Satoo looked at his friend. “Will you let 
Hans go too?” 

“No, I think we'll have a full load with 
you. This boat isn’t very big, and we may 
catch a lot of fish.” Gola turned toward the 
boat. 

Satoo stood and looked at Hans for a mo- 
ment, trying to make up his mind. Neither 
Gola nor Guru Mula had been very pleasant 
last night, but he remembered what the big 
teacher had said about being kind to all of 
them. He could play with Hans any day, 
and he didn’t get a chance to go fishing 
often. This was special, too, going clear out 
to sea, and in daytime. He hoped they really 
would find some of the delicious flat-fish. 
He ran after Gola and climbed into the fish- 
ing boat. 
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“I will be back for the singing tonight,” 
he called to Hans in a loud voice. His friend 
stood up and waved. Satoo was sure Hans 
had heard and understood him. 

Gola loosened the rattan thong that tied 
the boat, and they pushed out into the 
ocean. The sea was quite calm, and the sur- 
face moved in long swells that never broke, 
and tiny ripples flashed along the green 
water. It was a perfect day for sailing. Al- 
though the breeze was so gentle, there was 
enough of it to fill the bark-cloth sail, and it 
pulled them along at an easy roll. They must 
pass directly between the point of high 
rocks where Satoo had his secret lookout 
perch and the white sandy strip of beach 
along the southern base of the volcano. 

From here both places looked very close. 
The smoking mouth of the fire mountain 
opened on the opposite, or northern, side, 
and the flow of molten rock streamed down 
that slope, so the volcano did not look so 
frightening from here. The noise of the 
thundering was louder. The mountain tow- 

To page 18 








Lincoln's Precious Treasure 





By J. A. RICKARD 


| soma and Nancy Lincoln moved from 
Kentucky to southern Indiana when their 
son Abraham was only seven years old. He 
grew fast, though, and in a few years he was 
using an ax with the best of them and doing 
the work of a man. 

But on rainy days and Sundays and after 
work hours, he read. To him a book was a 
precious treasure, to be read through many 
times. There were few books to be had, and 
they were costly. Therefore, Abe appreci- 
ated any new book he could get permission 
to read. 

When he heard that a neighbor named 
Mr. Crawford had a book that he had not 
read, he begged his parents to let him bor- 













































































row it. They agreed, and the owner was 
willing. 

“I will take good care of it and return it 
unhurt,” Abe promised. And to keep it 
clean, he wrapped it in his handkerchief. 

Each evening after work, or at other 
times when he was not busy, he read the 
book. It was about the life of George Wash- 
ington. 

One night Abe sat up until his candle al- 
most burned out. He marked the page with 
a feather and stuck the book into a crack 
between the logs of the wall. Then he blew 
out the candle and got into bed, intending 
to begin reading again at daylight. 

There was a storm that night. Abe dimly 
remembered hearing the wind and rain, but 
he did not waken fully until the sun 
came up. 

He jumped out of bed then, for a puddle 
of water was standing on the floor near 
where he had put the book. Oh dear! The 
book was wet through! Water dripped from 
it, and the cloth on the covers was loose in 
places. 

Abe ran to the kitchen and began to dry 
the sopping covers before the fire in the 
kitchen stove. His mother brought a large 
towel, and together they wiped off as much 
of the water as they could. Abe was ready to 
cry, but his mother comforted him. 

“I’m afraid it’s ruined,” she said. “But the 
pages are all left, and they can be read. And 
maybe Mr. Crawford will understand that it 
was not your fault.” 

“But it was my fault,’ Abe answered. “I 
promised to take good care of it, yet I care- 
lessly put it into the crack in the wall where 
it got wet.” To page 18 
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“It is my fault the book was damaged,” Abe said. 
“I'd be willing to work for you to pay for it.” 
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The False Friend 


By KAY HEISTAND 


ier fix her! I'll get even with her!” Vir- 
ginia muttered in surly tones. She sat 
down on the top step of the front porch 
and pounded the floor with her clenched 
fist. Her lips were twisted and distorted, her 
blue eyes blazing, and only her anger kept 
her from crying. 

How could Beverly have done such a 
thing to her? It was unbelievable, and if 
Virginia hadn't heard the whole thing with 
her own ears she wouldn't have believed it! 

“Why, Virginia, what’s the matter?” A 
calm voice startled the girl, and she whirled 
to see her mother standing in the doorway. 

“Oh, Mother! I—I Virginia's 
cheeks flamed red as she remembered what 
she had said. “Did you hear me?” 

“Yes, I did. I am both surprised and dis- 
appointed in you, my dear. What happened 
to make you so angry and vengeful?” Mrs. 
Ford sat down on the step beside her daugh- 
ter. 

Virginia twisted her fingers together in 
her lap, looked down at them for inspira- 
tion, and could not answer. 

“Perhaps if we talk it out, things may not 
be so bad as they seem,” mother said softly. 

At the gentle words the tears nearly 
came. Virginia looked at her mother, her 
lower lip quivering. “I’m sorry, Mother, but 
I think I’m justified. Wait till you hear what 
a horrible thing that Beverly did!” 

““That Beverly’! H’mmmmmm, that’s 
quite a change from the way you usually 
describe the girl. You have been living 
practically in her pocket ever since she 
moved to town!” 

Virginia moved closer to her mother. “I 
can’t help it. You know yourself how pretty 
and clever and sweet she has always been. 
How could I help liking her?” 
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“Yes,” mother said. “But at times I 
thought you were going so far overboard for 
Beverly and her pretty clothes and her nice 
house that you were neglecting some of 
your old friends. It seems as if you've never 
been home lately when Susan or Hazel 
telephoned,” mother said. 

“I—I know it. I guess I made a mistake. 
But how was I to know that Beverly wasn’t 
what she appeared to be on the outside?” 
Honest puzzlement and doubt made Vir- 
ginia frown. 

Mother sighed and covered Virginia's 
hand with a comforting one. “People much 
older than you, Virginia, have been fooled 
many times. What has Beverly done?” 

“Well, for several days I have noticed 
that the other girls seemed to be acting 
strangely. They would bunch together and 
leave me out of things. They would go to 
the drugstore or walk home without me— 
things like that. I really didn’t notice so 
much at first, because Beverly and I were to- 
gether all the time. But yesterday I couldn’t 
find even Beverly, and I came home alone. 
At noon she wouldn’t eat lunch with me! 
And then I found out why, after school in 
the locker room. I—I ” Virginia gulped 
and took a deep breath as the horrible 
memory of what she had overheard came 
back to her. 

“Go on, dear,” mother urged quietly. 

“Well, I was kneeling down behind my 
open locker door, and I guess they didn’t see 
me. Beverly was talking to Susan and Hazel 
and the Wyatt twins, and she told them a 
lot of lies about me. She said I didn't really 
like them and I was stuck up, and that I had 
told her a lot of nasty things about them.” 
Virginia's sobs prevented her from talking 
any further. 

















“And the way you have treated the other 
girls lately made them believe what Beverly 
said?” mother asked. 

“I—I guess so. I hadn’t really thought of 
it that way. But I never dreamed Beverly 
could be so two-faced and dishonest and— 
and mean!” Virginia exclaimed. 

Mother was quiet for a moment, thinking 
intently. Then she said, “She reminds me of 
a rose I plucked one day. The beautiful 
@:.: with its lovely fragrance was grow- 

g in our garden. As I looked at it, it 
seemed to have a message for me in its per- 
fection, every velvet petal in place, with 
the dew of the morning clinging to it like 
jewels. I picked the rose, and to my surprise, 
the leaves and petals began to fall off. In a 
moment I held in my hand just the thorn- 
covered stem.” 

Mother paused. Virginia was eying her in 
wonder, her tears drying on her cheeks. 

“Upon examining the stem carefully at 
the top, I discovered the reason why the 
petals had fallen off. A small worm had 
quietly worked its way into the center of the 











tose, weakening the petals and causing them 
to drop off at the first disturbance. How 
much like the little worm is sin, which 
creeps into a person’s heart, unnoticed and 
unbidden, doing its harm by leaving that 
person’s character spoiled and his reputa- 
tion ruined. The act that causes confidence 
and faith to fail may be small, but it is 
deadly.” 

“You mean Beverly is like the rose?” 
Virginia asked soberly. 

Mother nodded. “And sin is trying to 
creep into your heart, too, when you nour- 
ish feelings of hate and revenge. If you give 
way to these emotions, you will be as bad as 
Beverly, perhaps worse, for you have been 
taught differently. We do not know whether 
she has ever learned to be good or been 
taught the enormity of her sin.” 

“But the girls believed her! What shall I 
do?” Virginia cried. 

“Character is what you are, Virginia. 
Reputation is what people say about you. If 
you had not behaved badly to your friends, 

To page 17 
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1 was kneeling down behind my locker door, and the girls didn’t know | could hear what they said. 
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EVIL SPIRITS ARE RI 


VERYBODY around the country has 

come to your meetings except the prince 
of the witch doctors.” 

The speaker was an Indian Adventist in 
the high mountain country of Guatemala, 
and he was talking to Pastor Tahay, who was 
holding a series of meetings in one of the 
mountain villages. 

“Where does the prince of the witch doc- 
tors live?” the pastor asked. He was himself 
an Indian, but he had been converted and 
had gone to school. Now he was a wise and 
educated minister, a man small of stature, 
but large in heart and mind. 

“He lives near the spring above the 
creek,” the friend said. “But don’t think of 
going to his house, because it would be very 
dangerous for you. He has great power.” 

“Yes, I am sure of that,” the pastor said. 
“But our God is more powerful. I shall go 
to his house and invite him to the meet- 
ings.” 

“Well, I'm certainly not going with you, 
pastor. But I'll pray for you all the time you 
are there. I'll be standing up on the hillside 
where I can watch you—but I'll be standing 
behind a tree.” 

When the minister reached the witch 
doctor’s large adobe house, he found that 
this brujo was conducting a class for other 
brujos, instructing them in the arts of black 
magic. 

“May I speak to you alone a minute?” 
the minister asked. 

The witch doctor stepped into the sunny 
yard. 

“All the people who live in the hills 
around here have come to meetings except 
you. I would be so glad if you would honor 
us with your presence, because you are a 
very important person in these parts,” the 
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By BARBARA WESTPHAL 


minister suggested tactfully. “Tonight I am 
going to talk on a topic that will interest 
you very much. I shall present the state of 
the dead and what is beyond this life. I hope 
you will be there.” 

“Why should I go to your meetings?” the 
witch doctor answered rudely. “What do 
you have that is so wonderful?” 

“Well, I have a record player with some 
wonderful songs sung in Spanish by a quar- 
tet called the King’s Heralds,” the pastor 
said. “I have a projector and can show beau- 
tiful pictures to illustrate my lecture. And I 
have three very bright electric lights that 
make the hall cheerful.” 

“That sounds interesting. Tell me again,” 
the witch doctor insisted. “What did you 
say you had that is so unusual?” 

Patiently the minister repeated. “A rec- 
ord player with good music, a projector with 
beautiful slides, and three powerful electric 
light bulbs.” 

“Ugh-huh,” grunted the brujo. “Now 
tell me again, what did you say you have 
that is so strange?” 

Pastor Tahay took a deep breath. He 
didn’t mind how rude this brujo might be. 
He was determined to win him for Christ, 
and he was willing to repeat the list of his 
special attractions all day if it would help 
the witch doctor become a Christian. So he 
began again. 

“A record playe: 

“That's that!” the brujo interrupted. 

“And a projector ” Pastor Tahay con- 
tinued. 








JEANIE MCCOY, ARTIST 


It was hard to believe that while Pastor Tahay was 
inviting the witch doctor to the meetings, such 
terrible things were happening back in his home. 


le 





REAL 
le 


“That’s that!” 

“And three big electric light bulbs.” 

“That’s that!” the witch doctor snarled. 
“And I'll be there tonight to hear you, but 
how I'm going to laugh at you. Oh, how I'll 
laugh at you.” 

Pastor Tahay walked back to the house 
where he was staying and opened the pad- 





locked door. What a sight met his eyes! 

His three electric light bulbs lay in little 
bits on the floor. The projector was in pieces 
scattered here and there. The record player 
was overturned and broken. His sermon 
notes had been pulled from his notebook 
and torn and were scattered around the 
room. He went at once to the woman who 
owned the house and asked, “Do you have 
another key to my room?” 

“No, pastor. I gave you the only key.” 

“Then who has been in my room, break- 
ing my things?” 

“Oh, I don’t know. No one could get in. 
There is no window, and the door was pad- 
locked all the time. I heard an awful com- 
motion in there about three o'clock, but 
then everything quieted down and I didn’t 
pay any more attention.” 

“About three o'clock,” thought the min- 
ister. “Yes, that was just about the time the 
brujo was saying, “That's that!’ in such an 
emphatic way. I wondered what he meant. 
Now I think I know.” (To the next page) 




















SIX FEET FOUR 


or, The Tall Boy’s Lament 
By NATHANIEL KRUM 


When it's over six-feet-four 

From your head down to the floor, 
Life presents a Sputnik view, 

Most ethereal and blue. 


When | walk the city street, 
Perched upon my lofty seat, 
Low-slung awnings part my hair 
Where electric billboards glare. 


When I go to bed at night, 
1 am always in a plight, 

For my feet stick out below 
Gazing at the winter snow. 


Every door around my home 
Seems to dearly love my “dome,” 
And each added bump | get 
Leaves me dazed and quite upset. 


Just last week | bought a suit— 
How the fellows stare and hoot, 
Since the two-thirds trouser legs 
Barely cover up my "pegs." 


And I'm always questioned why 
I'm parading in the sky. 

And it's not a misreport 

That the girl | love is short. 


But if one should say to me, 

“Choose your height, what would you be?" 
1 would answer nothing more, 

Than, "Please give me six-feet-four!" 
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It seemed impossible to him that the 
witch doctor had power to ruin his precious 
equipment without being there at all, yet 
he knew from a long life among those In- 
dians that such things happen. The evil 
spirits adapt themselves to the people of 
the land. Where the people are ignorant 
and superstitious they do violent things, 
and where the people are civilized they are 
more subtle and appeal to the mind and the 
sentiment instead. 

It was already late in the afternoon, and 
there was nothing Pastor Tahay could do 
about getting new parts before the evening 
meeting. He would just have to do his best 
to make the sermon interesting without any 
recorded music, pictures, or bright lights. 
At least the people could sing. 

And sing they did, chorus after chorus, 
some in Spanish and some in the Indian 
dialect. The prince of the dbrujos was right 
there with twelve of his men witch doctors 
and two women witch doctors. 

“Where are your record player, your pro- 
jector, and your bright lights?” he asked 
exultantly. 

“You ruined them for me through the 
power of the spirits,’ the pastor accused 
him gently. 

“Yes, I have great power. More than you,” 
the brujo boasted. 

“You have power, but you cannot hurt 
me as long as my God is protecting me,” 
the minister answered. 

The brujo liked the songs, especially the 
ones in his own language. 

“That's fine!” he exclaimed with real 
pleasure. 

“Now I'm going to let you look at the 
pictures while I talk,” the minister told him. 
“The rest of the people can’t see the slides, 
because you had my projector broken. But 
if you look through this lens with this 
bright flashlight of mine, you will see how 
beautiful they are.” 

While the minister preached, the witch 
doctor listened and saw the colored slides. 

“They are pretty! I'm sorry I ruined your 
things,” he admitted. Pastor Tahay told him 
that the next night he would have every- 
thing in order again, for he was going to 
get up at one o'clock in the morning and 
take his broken equipment to the nearest 
town, where he could catch a bus at six in 
the morning for the city. 

Pastor Tahay did just that. He carried the 

To page 16 


















Animals That Keep House 


By GRACE 


WHEN you help mom with broom and 
dust cloth and straightening up so that 
your home will look spick and span, do you 
ever pause a few seconds to rest, and tell 
yourself, “I don’t suppose animals bother 
with housecleaning”? 

When you climb into the tub for a ses- 
sion with a bar of pink soap that smells like 
a rose garden, do you ever think, “Young 
animals never have any bathtub sessions”? 

How do your comments rate for accu- 
racy? Frankly, you wouldn't get a passing 
grade! 

“Oh, of course, some animals are clean,” 
you say. “Cats like to sit by the fireplace 
and lick their fur and wash their faces. And 
mother cat keeps her kittens clean. But 
she’s an exception.” 
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Everybody knows that cats keep themselves clean. 
Did you know that other animals are just as fussy? 


V. WATKINS 


Wrong again! Many animals are fussy 
about being clean, and spend a lot of time 
keeping themselves neat and tidy. 

Incidentally, your cat doesn’t need a 
comb, for God covered her tongue with 
hundreds of tiny spines. When she draws 
her tongue over her fur, it’s the same as 
when you comb your hair. 

Sometimes dogs are fussy too. Fox ter- 
riers have been seen to walk carefully 
around a large puddle rather than get their 
feet in the muddy water. If they have to 
walk through the puddle, some go gingerly, 
with evident displeasure. 

Benny Beaver would win a prize any 
time for cleanliness. He has a combing 
claw, something like a split nail, on the 
second toe of each hind foot. He uses it 
energetically, spending more time keeping 
himself clean than most humans do. Benny 
combs and combs his fur, and does such an 
expert job that it is said no hunter has ever 
found lice or ticks on a beaver pelt. 

Many birds are amazingly clean. Herons, 
barn owls, nighthawks, whippoorwills, and 
various others have a combing claw on each 
middle toe, and the lower part of this claw 
has a row of teeth which many bird watch- 
ers say are used for keeping the feathers in 
shape. 

But the bittern gets top honors for 
grooming. No wonder! Billy Bittern has a 
complete toilet outfit: several powder puffs, 
a supply of shampoo powder, two combs, 
and a supply of feather oil. Where are the 
puffs? Under each wing and on each thigh. 
The shampoo powder is produced by these 
puffs. The combs are on his feet, and the 
feather oil comes from a gland on the up- 
per side of Billy’s tail. (To next page) 
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But why does Billy need all this equip- 
ment? Because he often gets splattered 
with slime from the fish he eats. Believe it 
or not, Billy’s complete grooming process 
lasts nearly two hours! 

Insect grooming? “Oh, that can’t be!” 
you exclaim. But it is! Crickets are very 
fussy about their grooming and spend more 
time on it than you'd dream. They have two 
short, pointed spikes, covered with hairs, 
sticking up near the back of their bodies. 
Charlie Cricket keeps the bristles spotlessly 
clean, combing them with his hind feet. 
It’s important for crickets to do this, be- 
cause these two bristles are sensitive and 
help Charlie find his way when he dashes 
backward—which is an everyday routine 
with Charlie and his pals. 

“But all this is personal cleanliness,” you 
protest. “Are there any creatures that clean 
house?” 

There are indeed. Squérrels have been 
seen busy with housecleaning. One pair was 
observed carrying sturdy pieces of tough 
paper which they had used in their nest, 
and hanging them up in another part of the 
tree to get sunlight and fresh air. Wood- 
chucks keep their bedrooms as clean as 
mom’s living room. Willy and Winnie 
Woodchuck specialize in seeing that the 
grass that lines their bedrooms is in apple- 
pie order and perfectly clean. 

But bees are the most amazing. These 
busy little insects who live in bee cities 
keep the streets and alleys as clean as 
mom’s best china. Every speck of dirt is 
carried out of the hive and dumped yards 
away. 

“And if something too big to be carried 
away should get in the hive?” you wonder. 
That’s the real surprise. In that case the 
bees hustle off, collect resin from trees and 
shrubs, and surround the object with resin 
until it’s sealed in. 

Incidentally, did you know that bees 
were using aif-conditioning thousands of 
years before people even dreamed of it? On 
a hot day a group of bees line up outside 
near one end of the entrance to the hive, 
and fan their wings so as to draw air from 
the hive, thus starting the air circulating. At 
the other end of the entrance other bees 
fan their wings, facing the opposite direc- 
tion, forcing outside air into the hive. If it’s 
still too warm in the hive, bees carry in 
water. And they take it to the top of the 
hive, so that the air that the water cools, 
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being heavier than hot air, can fall into the 
main part of the hive and lower the tem- 
perature! 

If you're looking for an _ interesting 
hobby, why not give a thought to studying 
how animals and insects keep themselves 
clean? Libraries have fascinating books 
with pictures; and you can discover plenty 
of tiny creatures in fields or yards to watch 
and take pictures of. 


Evil Spirits Are Real 
From page 14 


broken parts of his belongings on his back 
for hours while he trudged over the moun- 
tain trails to the nearest town. How weary 
he was! But he was determined to have ev- 
erything ready for the evening meeting. 
The witch doctor had promised to be back. 

By evening everything was ready—the 
music, the slides, the lights. The witch doc- 
tor came with twenty-four brujo men and 
twelve brujo women. After that he attended 
the meetings regularly. 

One day he asked, “Is my power from 
God or from the devil? If I’m doing some- 
thing I shouldn’t, I must stop it.” 

“That’s an important question,” Pastor 
Tahay said thoughtfully. “If you want a full 
answer, call your witch doctors together, 
and I will come to your house and explain 
it to all of you.” 

That night the minister talked to the 
witch doctors. He began with the fall of 
Lucifer from heaven and went on to prove 
that the dead are unconscious, and he also 
explained the work of the evil angels. 

The prince of the witch doctors listened 
with growing discomfort. At the end of the 
service he lifted up his shirt and showed 
the minister black and blue spots on his 
back and chest. 

“The ones that guide me were torment- 
ing me during the meeting,” he explained, 
“but I am determined to stop serving them.” 

The minister had to leave the district 
soon after that, and for a long time he knew 
nothing more about the prince of the witch 
doctors. 

Many months later Pastor Tahay was 
asked to go into those hills again to per- 
form a baptism. 

“We have a surprise for you,” the happy 
believers told him. “The prince of the witch 











doctors wants to be baptized tomorrow, and 
we have examined him and find him ready. 
We want you to question him about the 
doctrines of the church and see what you 
think. He was so thankful when he heard 
you were coming back. He said he had been 
praying every day for three months that 
you would return.” 

The next morning the prince of the bru- 
jos fell into Pastor Tahay’s arms and wept. 

“I’m so glad you came back,” he sobbed. 
“You must baptize me today. If you don’t it 
will be your fault if I am lost eternally. You 
can ask me any questions you want to about 
the Bible, and I'll be able to answer them, 
I'm sure. The spirits that used to guide me 
have given me a bad time. They have beaten 
me, thrown stones at me, flung my bed into 
the fire, scattered fertilizer in my food, 
made me sick, everything you can think 
of. But now I am not afraid of them any 
longer. I have found that God is more 
powerful than they are, and when I pray to 
Him, He frees me from them.” 

The prince of the witch doctors was bap- 
tized that day, for the minister found him 
well prepared, and he is still a faithful 
church member back in the mountains of 
Guatemala. 





Ned’s Narrow Escape 
From page 5 


Then he heard the doors being rolled open 
and a man said, “This car is to be loaded 
here.” How good the daylight looked! But 
Ned did not look good to the railway men; 
they thought he was a ghost as he came to 
stand in the doorway. 

“A kid!” one of them said, unbelievingly. 
“Where did you come from?” But they 
did not wait for his answer, for they saw 
that he was about to faint from hunger, ex- 
haustion, and nervous strain. 

The whole story was finally pieced to- 
gether by a kindly policeman who helped 
Ned find a warm place to rest, and food to 
eat. A long-distance telephone call also put 
to rest the harassed parents hundreds of 
miles away. 

If Ned could speak to each one of you 
JUNIOR GUIDE readers, he would warn you 
of the danger of playing around railroad 
yards. He was very fortunate, he would tell 
you, that he was not hurt. The policeman 
told him of many youths who have not been 


so lucky and have lost an arm or a leg. Others 
have met rough characters who have harmed 
them severely. And still others have been 
lured into a life of crime. He would tell 
you that the railroad yard is no place for a 
self-respecting young man. It is a place 
only for adults who are trained to work with 
the cars and who know how to build up 
freight trains to keep our nation great. 
These same men fight along with the police 
to keep young people away from the care- 
less characters that frequently hang around 
the railroad yards. 
Is a word to the wise sufficient? 





The False Friend 


From page 11 


they would never have believed what a 
stranger told them. I suggest you go to 
Susan and Hazel and apologize for ignor- 
ing them. Calmly and quietly tell them that 
you overheard Beverly talking about you. 
Explain that you said none of the things she 
told them you said—and from then on you 
must prove by your actions that you can be a 
true, sincere, and honest friend.” 

“What shall I do about Beverly?” Vir- 
ginia asked after thinking over her mother’s 
advice. 

“How about being polite and not overly 
friendly to her? Don’t start a quarrel, but 
try to show her by your actions the Chris- 
tian way to live. Invite her to our church, 
include her in your activities with your old 
friends, and I am sure she will come to see 
how much better your ways are than hers. 
I am sure that what she said to your friends 
was not enough to separate them from you 
forever.” Mother smiled, and Virginia 
couldn’t help smiling back at her, encour- 
aged and hopeful. 

She leaned forward and put her arms 
around her mother’s neck. “Thank you so 
much, Mother. You’ve made my heart feel 
clean and clear again.” 

Just then Virginia’s brother Roy called 
out the front door, “Hey, Ginny, telephone 
for you. It’s Susan!” 

Virginia looked at her mother and 
laughed. Susan! She leaped to her feet and 
ran for the telephone. 

Mother’s eyes twinkled as she called after 
her. “See, I told you so, Virginia. I’m sure 
everything will be all right!” 

And it was! 
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Lincoln’s Precious Treasure 
From page 9 


“We have no money now to pay for it,” 
Mrs. Lincoln said, looking again at the rain- 
soaked book. “But maybe we can pay for it 
when we get some.” 

“I know what I can do!” Abe jumped up. 
“I can work for Mr. Crawford to pay for it.” 

He wanted to go at once to see the neigh- 
bor, but his mother told him he should wait 
until the book was dry. Three hours later he 
set out for Mr. Crawford's place, five miles 
away. 

He showed the man the book and told 
him how it had been damaged. Neighbor 
Crawford thought awhile about Abe’s offer 
to work. 

“Tell you what I'll do,” he said finally. 
“If you will top that ten-acre patch of corn 
down by the creek, the book will be yours.” 

“T'll do it,” Abe agreed. 

The next morning he appeared bright 
and early. For three days he worked. He was 
tall for his age, and his arms were long, but 
the work was hard. His task was to cut the 
stalks above the ears, pile them in bundles, 
and tie the bundles with strings. 

Finally, he walked home with the book 
under his arm. He had paid a heavy price 
for it, but it was his, and he was happy. 
Somehow, he thought that if Washington 
were alive he would like what had been 
done. 





Our Bumps and Bruises 
From page 3 


sum of money I'd never have gotten other- 
wise. For during this visit I saw a bin of 
wonderful potatoes. I bought about eighty 
bushels and had them shipped to my home. 
The next year I planted them over three 
acres. They yielded 150 bushels to the acre, 
and I sold them at a good profit. 

I would never have gotten this profit if I 
had not fallen over that wire loop. Did 
Heaven enter into the fall to bring out of it 
some money I badly needed to make a pay- 
ment on my farm? Doesn’t Heaven ordain 
that all our sufferings shall help us on the 
way to God’s home? 

A few days ago I caught my foot in an- 
other wire loop. It was a broom wire frozen 
in the ice on a much-traveled path. I didn’t 
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fall, but I removed the loop to make the 
path safer for my fellow men. 

One evening when I was a little boy I 
left a basket of kindling in the middle of 
the kitchen floor. In the gathering dusk, 
mother came in and fell over that basket. 
Even now I can see her bleeding face and 
hear her moans of pain. To this day I trem- 
ble when I find myself setting anything 
where people might stumble over it. 


The Bible says, “Take up the stumbling- @ 


block out of the way” (Isaiah 57:14). 
While God blesses our bruises, I believe He 
wants us to remove from the pathway any- 
thing a person might trip over. 





Singer on the Sand 
From page 8 


ered over the tiny boat and the bursting, 
hissing noises sounded much too close. The 
sharp smell of its breath made him cough 
and shudder. He was glad they didn’t have 
to go any closer. 

Out in the sea, they hunted for fish and, 
sure enough, just as Guru Mula had prom- 
ised, they did find gatherings of the flat-fish. 
The two men threw the nets again and 
again and drew in scores of them. Satoo 
helped with the work, and by evening there 
was a fine catch of fish aboard old Gola’s 
boat. 

Satoo was hungry. He knew how deli- 
cious those fish would taste baked over the 
coals in his mother’s clay stove. He settled 
back in the boat, and the two men pulled 
toward home. The boy closed his eyes and 
dozed a little. Then he woke with a start. 
The sail was down and both men were 
bending over the paddles. 

He saw that Guru Mula, who guided the 
boat, was steering straight for the southern 
side of the fire mountain. 

“Why do you swing in so close?” he 
asked. 

Guru Mula didn’t answer. His face was 
set and stern. 

Satoo turned to Gola. “Isn’t it dangerous 
to run so close to the fire mountain?” 

Gola answered nothing. Now they were 
but a short distance from the curve of white 
sandy beach that lay like a thin, waning 
moon between two of the southern but- 
tresses of the mountain in the sea. 

The boom of continuing thunder, the 
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hiss of water, and the roar of bursting 
flamé drowned out all other noises. It was 
now impossible to shout loud enough to 
make anyone hear anything, and the boat 
dove forward hard onto the firm white sand. 
It struck, and Satco felt himself lifted in 
strong arms and tossed out into the shallow 
water near the beach. Before he could 
scramble to his feet or utter a cry of protest, 
Gola’s boat had shoved off and was making 
for the landing place on Great Sangir, right 
in front of the teacher’s house. 

Satoo scrambled up out of the water onto 
the beach and stood there on the narrow 
strip of sand, too stunned for words. He 
looked after the boat. It was already a quar- 
ter of a mile away, and now Gola hoisted the 
sail, and it skimmed away. When Satoo re- 
covered enough to scream out his terror, 
there was not a living thing to hear. And 
the thunder of the mountain mocked him. 

He sat down on the sand. The ground 
quaked beneath him. Deep undertones and 
overtones. of thunder rumbled beneath the 
mountain and the sea. Even here the glow of 
flame that belched from the northern side 
and blistered the opposite slope of the vol- 
cano cast a faint red glow through the 
gathering darkness. 


He thought of throwing himself into the 
sea, but that would do no good. He could 
only drown, fine swimmer that he was, and 
the sharks might not let him do that. He 
had seen plenty of sharks this day. 

Why had they done it? He remembered 
Guru Mula’s stern face and cruel eyes. He 
remembered something he had said last 
night about defying Islam. He couldn’t even 
remember that the Guru had finished the 
sentence. They must have planned it after 
he left. Of course his father didn’t know—or 
did he? 

He doubted that Tama knew. So this was 
the way the men of Islam punished those 
who would not follow their commands! He 
shuddered again. So fierce the mountain 
raged, so wild the noises and the rocking 
thunder, Satoo found it almost impossible to 
think, but he must think. 

Now what would the teacher do in such 
a circumstance as this? He would sing, of 
course. Satoo opened his mouth and tried to 
sing, but no song could come out in this 
tempest of flame and noise. In his mind he 
did remember the words of the new song 
the teacher had taught them last night: 





Thoughts to Ponder 


March 

12. 1 John 3:7 Let no man deceive you 

13. 1 John 3:8 God destroys works of the devil 
14. 1 John 3:9 Child of God cannot sin 


15. 1 John 3:16 
16. 1 John 3:18 
17: 1 John 3:22 
18. 1 John 3:23 


God’s great love—our guide 
Let us love in deed 

Can receive what we ask 
Believe Jesus; love one another 








“A mighty mountain is our God, 
A wall that will not falter.” 


Now what kind of mountain could be more 
mighty than this volcano? Was God a 
greater mountain than this? 


“A mighty mountain is our God.” 


The words swept through his mind like a 
strong wind that cooled and quieted him. 
He remembered many things the teacher 
had taught them from the Holy Book of 
God’s magic, but none of them swelled in 
his heart so near and so powerful as the 
song. 

Then Satoo thought of Hans. Hans would 
expect him back for evening worship. 
Would Hans see the fishing boat come in 
to the landing? Would he run out to wel- 
come him and find that he was not there? 
Hans would surely tell his father. Hans 
would surely tell, and the teacher would do 
something—surely he would do something. 
He shut his eyes and tried to see the teach- 
er’s white boat tied among the others at the 
landing. 

Then a dreadful thought struck him. The 
men would never admit that they had 
thrown him ashore on the fire mountain. 
They would invent some lie. They would 
say he had fallen overboard and drowned. If 
Hans believed, if the teacher believed, if 
father and mother believed, then none of 
them would do anything at all, because it 
would be too late. They would all feel sorry, 
and in time they would forget. To page 22 
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Lesson theme for the first quarter: "Light in the Darkness" 


X!I—Midnight in the Prison 


at Philippi 
(March 18) 


Memory VERSE: “Believe on the Lord Jesus 
Christ, and thou shalt be saved, and thy house” 
(Acts 16:31). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read the story of the imprisonment and re- 
lease of Paul and Silas, in Acts 16:19-34. Learn 
the memory verse. Find out when Paul spoke 
these words. Review the memory verse each day. 


SUNDAY 
Paul and Silas Are Falsely Accused 

Open your Bible to Acts 16. 

Paul and Silas were in Philippi, chief city of 
Macedonia. There were no Christians there and 
very few Jews, but it was not long before they 
found a convert to Christ in an honest-hearted 
business woman named Lydia. Often as they 
went to her home, which she had opened to the 
missionaries, they were bothered by a poor girl 
who was not in control of her senses. Look in 
verses 16 and 17 and see what she was in the 
habit of doing and saying. 

Satan used her to bring the gospel of Christ 
into disrepute. One day as the apostles were on 
their way to Lydia’s house, Paul stopped the 
girl and commanded the evil spirit to come out 
of her. It left her and she became a follower of 
Jesus. No longer did she tell fortunes as she had 
done before. 

This made her employers furious. They had 
earned a lot of money by using her as a for- 
tuneteller, and now their source of income had 
gone. They also incited others who were inter- 
ested in soothsaying and magic against the 
teachers of this new doctrine. Read verses 19 
to 21 and find what they did with Paul and 
Silas. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 212, pars. 2-4; p. 213, pars. 1, 2 

THINK how the love of money was stronger 
in the people of Philippi than the desire to see 
someone restored to wholeness of mind. 
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Pray not to be blinded by the love of the 
things of the world. 


MONDAY 


Imprisoned at Night 

Open your Bible to Acts 16. 

Because of the pressure put on them, the 
magistrates sent Paul and Silas to prison. Read 
verses 22 to 24 and find the cruel sentence that 
was passed on these innocent men. 

Perhaps you have seen stocks or pictures of 
them, for they were used for punishment until 
quite recently. They consisted of a wooden 
frame with holes into which the head, hands, 
and feet were placed. Sometimes, as in this 
case, just the feet were placed in the stocks, 
and the prisoners were compelled to lie on the 
ground. This was an agonizing position for 
Paul and Silas, their bodies bruised as they 
were from their beatings. 

But they did not complain. They were happy 
to suffer for the sake of their Lord. Look in 
verse 25, first part, and see how they passed 
the time. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 213, pars. 3 and 4. 

Tuink! Are you cheerful and thankful when 
in hard places—when others treat you in an 
unjust manner—or do you complain? 

Pray to be willing to suffer if by so doing 
you can bring glory to Christ. 


TUESDAY 
An Earthquake at Midnight! 


Open your Bible to Acts 16. 


The other prisoners were amazed to hear 
sounds of singing coming from the inner cell 
where the apostles were confined. The guards 
were astonished too. They were used to hearing 
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groans and cursing and swearing, and they 
could not account for the cheerfulness of these 
prisoners who had been so cruelly treated. Read 
verses 25 and 26 and find what happened at 
midnight in the prison. 

Instantly all was confusion. The keeper of the 
prison was fast asleep when the earth began 
to quake, but he was on his feet in no time. The 
tremors had opened the prison doors and had 
loosed the bands of the prisoners. The jailer had 
been given special charge concerning Paul and 
Silas, and he felt that if they were to escape, 
his own life would be in peril. Read verse 27 
and find what he made up his mind to do. 


@.::: the bitterness of his spirit he felt that it 


as better for him to die by his own hand than 
to submit to a disgraceful execution.”—The 
Acts of the Apostles, p. 215. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 214; p. 215, pars. 1, 2. 

THINK how many times the Lord has used the 
forces of nature to bring about miracles. 

Pray that you may trust God to work out in 
His own way what is best for you. 


WEDNESDAY 


An Attempted Suicide’s Family Won to Christ 


Open your Bible to Acts 16. 


The jailer’s sword was raised in readiness to 
give himself a fatal stab when a voice startled 
him and caused his upraised arm to drop to 
his side. Find whose voice it was that stopped 
him, and what the voice said, in verse 28. 

“The jailer dropped his sword, and calling 
for lights, hastened into the inner dungeon. He 
would see what manner of men these were who 
repaid with kindness the cruelty with which 
they had been treated.”—-The Acts of the Apos- 
tles, p. 216. Read verse 29 and see what he did 
when he confronted the two prisoners. 

He led Paul and Silas into the outer court. 
He had been impressed with these two pris- 
oners and felt that they had something that he 
was missing in his life. Find what he asked 
them, in verse 30. Read (or repeat) the apos- 
tles’ reply in verse 31. 


Then followed a wonderful Bible study. The 
prison keeper called in the other members of 
his family to listen to the words of life. Their 
hearts were touched as they heard the story of 
Christ. The gospel that had caused Paul and 
Silas to sing and pray when ill treated caused 
the jailer to act differently. Whereas previ- 
ously he had ignored the bleeding, swollen 
wounds of the two prisoners, now he felt pity 
for them. Read what he did that showed his 
tenderness of heart, in verse 33, first part. 

There was no doubt about it, the prison 
keeper had experienced a real conversion. He 
and his family had tasted the truth and found 
it sweet. They were ready to be followers of the 
Lord Jesus. While it was still night they 
showed their faith in Him. Read how they did 
this, in verse 33, second part. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 216, pars. 2, 3; p. 217, par. 1 

THINK how the jailer was drawn, first by the 
consecrated lives and then by the words of the 
apostles. 


Pray that you may bear witness both by the 
way you live and by your ability to explain the 
Word of God. 


THURSDAY 
Release in the Morning 


Open your Bible to Acts 16. 


Find what else the prison keeper did for the 
apostles after the baptism, in verse 34. 

The earthquake had brought terror to the 
whole city, and when in the morning the magis- 
trates who had condemned Paul and Silas were 
told about the happenings in the prison during 
the night, they were very uneasy. They real- 
ized that these prisoners had something dif- 
ferent about them, and they were afraid of 
them. Find the message they sent to the 
prison, in verse 35. 

But Paul and Silas had been condemned and 
beaten publicly, and great injustice had been 
done to them. Moreover, they were Roman 
citizens, and it was against the law to scourge 





After the earthquake, the prison keeper ran to oy and Silas, asking, “What must | do to be 
saved?” 
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a Roman citizen or imprison him except for a 
very serious crime. 

“Paul and Silas had been publicly imprisoned, 
and they now refused to be privately released 
without the proper explanation on the part of 
the magistrates.’—The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 217. 

They sent a message to this effect to the 
magistrates. Read what the magistrates did, in 
verse 39. 

They apologized to the apostles and person- 
ally led them from the prison. Paul and Silas 
did not linger in the city, however, for the Lord 
had bidden His disciples to shake the dust off 
their feet if they were not well received in any 
city. Read how they said good-by and left, in 
verse 40. 

For further reading: The Acts of the Apostles, 
p. 217, pars. 2-4. 


THINK how great a blessing the people of 
Philippi missed by not welcoming the apostles 
and the gospel they carried. 


Pray that you will not pass by opportunities 
of learning more of the gospel of Jesus Christ. 


FRIDAY 


CAN YOU RECALL who said the following? 
(Underline the correct name.) 


1. “These men are the servants of the most 
high God, which shew unto us the way of sal- 
vation.” The prison keeper, the magistrates, 
the woman possessed with a spirit of divina- 
tion. 

2. “I command thee in the name of Jesus 
Christ to come out of her.” Paul, Silas. 

3. “These men, being Jews, do exceedingly 
trouble our city.” The magistrates, the masters 
of the damsel possessed with a spirit of div- 
ination. 

4. “Do thyself no harm: for we are all here.’’ 
Paul, the prisoners. 

5. “Sirs, what must I do to be saved?” The 
damsel possessed with the spirit of divination, 
Lydia, the prison keeper. 

6. “Let those men go.” The prison keeper, 
the magistrates. 

7. “They have beaten us openly’ uncon- 
demned, being Romans, and have cast us into 
prison; and now do they thrust us out privily?” 
Silas, Paul. 

REvIEw the memory verse. 


For further reading: A. S. Maxwell, 
Bible Story, vol. 10, pp. 79-88. 


The 





Singer on the Sand 
From page 19 
Slowly the full meaning of his situation 
became clear to him. He was here on the fire 


mountain without food or water. True, the 
jungle grew on the lower slopes of the vol- 


cano on this side, but no animal could live 
here. He remembered that even the birds 
no longer came. Back in his mind a mem- 
ory stirred, a memory of something he had 
heard from his father, something he had 
told Hans—that long ago the men of San- 
git had offered living sacrifices, men, 
women, and children, to the spirits of the 
volcano. 

Night blackened the whole world, but 
the volcano raged and shook like a living 
thing, and the boy who cowered on the nar- 
row crescent of white sand looked across 
the water toward the shore and saw a light 
flicker on the beach. That would be the 
light in the teacher’s house. They must be 
gathering now to sing the songs. They 
would sing the new song again tonight: 

“A mighty mountain is our God.” 

Then Satoo threw himself on the sand 
and lay with his face to the damp beach. It 
seemed to him that the acrid fumes of the 
mountain’s breath were not so strong here. 
And Satoo prayed. He had prayed often be- 
fore, since Hans taught him, but now all 
alone on this fearful mountain the words 
burst from his heart, and he cried out to the 
God of heaven, not for help from the shore. 
He had given up all hope of that, but for 
strength to endure, for perfect trust and 
the power to sing out in his heart the honor 
and praise of the God he had chosen to 
worship. 

A convulsion of unusual violence shook 
the strip of sand where he lay, and under 
his outstretched hands the earth opened. 
A hissing, gushing noise filled his ears and 
the hot breath of fire blasted into his face. 
He drew back from the abyss. 

Then he felt a huge hand laid on him and 
a loud voice shouted in his ear above the 
thunder of the mountain. It was the voice of 
the teacher. 

(To be continued) 
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Barbara: A petite watch, but a great value. Deli- 
cately styled for the discriminating. Case is color 
of yellow gold; noncorrosive back. Matching gold- 
filled expansion band. Easy-to-read skip-figure dial 
with domed crystal. 17-jewel movement is shock 
protected with Incabloc. Unbreakable mainspring. 
Retail $62.50. 


Militia: Ruggedly constructed for young men. 
A tremendous value for anyone. Chrome top case 
with stainless steel back is water resistant. Match- 
ing steel combination expansion band with black 
insets. Luminous hands, hour dots. 17 jewels. Un- 
breakable mainspring. Incabloc shock protection. 
Retail $55.00. 


Let Life and Health help you earn one of these fine 
watches! Here’s how: Any young person who sells 
8 subscriptions or 80 single copies of the NEW Life 
and Health and turns in the full amount of $40.00 
to his conference publishing department secretary 
will receive the watch. 
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TILLIE, the Box Turtle, No. 3-By Harry Baerg 
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1. When Tillie came out from under the leaves on a 
cold morning, she would slowly crawl up on a rock 
where the sun was shining and warm her blood. 
2. Turtles have no external ears and cannot hear as 
we do, but Tillie was aware of noises through her 








4. Her eyes were good, and in order to see still better 
from her low position down in the grass, she would 
stretch her neck up as far as it would go when she 
was hunting for something. 5. The irises of Tillie’s 
eyes were a brownish yellow; those of the male box 














sense of touch. She could feel many things through 
the earth. 3. There were no teeth in her mouth, but 
like many birds, of the hawk family especially, she 
had a strong, hooked beak and powerful jaws that 
she could use to bite and tear her food into pieces. 














turtles are red, and this provides one way of distin- 
guishing between the male and the female. 
6. Another distinction is that the plastron, or lower 
shell, of the male is concave. On the female it is flat. 
Male sliders have long claws on their front feet. 








7. At the rate a turtle ordinarily walks it can cover 
a mile in a day. At high speed for a short distance it 
can go one-half mile per hour. In turtle races the 
contestants start from the center of a circle, and the 
one to cross the line first is the winner. 8. Tillie lived 
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in the city and made herself at home in the unkept 
back yards of several lots where there was plenty of 
cover and food under the trees and shrubs. 9. She 
had discovered several places where she could easily 
crawl under the fences from one yard to another. 








